170               JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER    [CHAP. xii.

" Yet howsoever changed or tost,
Not even a wreath of mist is lost,
No atom can itself exhaust.

u So shall the soul's superior force
Live on and run its endless course
In God's unlimited universe.

" And we, whose brief reflections seem
To fade like clouds from lake and stream,
Shall brighten in a holier beam."